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his coat's drying—you see how upset we've been—we've let
the fire out—back to the fair-ground ? Could you do that for
me?" She paused to open her purse and to hand him a pound
note. "No, never mind the change, Mr. Netherby! Only get
him safe into his caravan. Will you do that ? And if you would
do something else for me"—and she smiled confidentially—
awe live at Mrs. Dearth's in Friary Lane—No-man the name
is. And I want to send a note to Mr. No-man. Could you go
round that way, and leave it? Mrs. Dearth will give it to him
if he's not in. Sit down, won't you ? I shan't be a moment."
Too polite to sit down, but noticing that Nance from her
sofa was nodding encouragement to him, as much as to* say,
"Do whatever the young lady's asking you," the ex-family
coachman, who in his time had seen such amazing scenes be-
tween aristocratic four walls that the spectacle of Mr. Urgan
in his shirt and Mr. Quirm building pedestals for beast-heads
must have presented itself as a simple vignette of ordinary
middle-class life, stepped forward to within a couple of yards
of the sofa of his recent fare, and joined respectfully in the
amiable commiseration she was extending to Old Funky.
As Wizzie sat down to compose her letter at his writing-
table, Uryen's pile of books collapsed for the tenth time, and
the poor man cast upon his idol a look of hopeless apology,
as though he heard the very voice of this brutish image of
human desire assuring him: "If I'm not housed to my taste
in a very few minutes the curse of Math the son of Mathonwy
and of Gwydion the son of Don and of Manawyddan the son
Llyr be on you! May you do nothing else to your dying day
but love me in place of your God, cherish me in place of your
Love, and look for the secret of life and of death in me
alone!"
In contemptuous disregard of both the prophet and his
beast, Wizzie disentangled a pen and an ink-pot from the
litter in front of her and composed the following letter. "He
followed me out here but your father frightened him and he's
gone. Am staying the night. Come over and fetch me if you
like to-morrow afternoon. Not earlier though, as we shall all
sleep late. I think your father's a little better. Don't worry.
Love to Lovie. Your escaped What's—her—name, Wizz."
She had only just signed her name when she became aware
that Uryen, having given up for the nonce his struggle with

